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LISA THE SKEPTIC 
by 


David S§. Cohen 


ACT ONE 
FADE IN: 
EXT. SPRINGFIELD POLICE STATION - MORNING 


As CHIEF WIGGUM supervises, EDDIE and LOU are hanging a 
banner that reads "Boat Giveaway Today!" 


CHIEF WIGGUM 
This sting can’t miss, boys. I mailed 
these bogus prize certificates to every 
scofflaw in Springfield. 
Wiggum holds up a golden ticket that reads "FREE MOTORBOAT". 
CHIEF WIGGUM (CONT’D) 
When they show up for their "free 
motorboats," we simply arrest them 
and/or beat them unconscious. 
EDDIE 
(SLY) So, the hook is baited. 
LOU 
(CHUCKLES) Nice metaphor, Eddie. 
CHIEF WIGGUM 
Yeah, good work, Eddie. 
EXT. SIMPSON CAR - CONTINUOUS 


HOMER is driving along, wearing a skipper’s cap. 
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/ pad, 
HOMER / LLG 5 


(SINGING) "Up, up and away, in my 
beautiful motor boat..." 


We WIDEN to seé the rest of the FAMILY. Bart examines the 


golden prize certificate. 
BART. 
(SKEPTICALLY) But we didn’t enter any 
police raffle. 
HOMER 
That doesn’t matter. The important 
thing is we won. 
Homer PULLS UP in front of the police station. 
MARGE 
(MURMURS) I don’t know... there’s 
something very peculiar about this. 
HOMER 
Sheesh! You’re the most paranoid family 
I’ve ever been affiliated with. 
INT. POLICE STATION ~ SECONDS LATER 


Homer enters, waving the gold ticket. He steps in front of 


JAILBIRD, who also has a ticket. 
HOMER 
(CONFIDENTLY) I’d like a yellow boat, 
please. With extra motors. 
JAILBIRD 


No cuts, bro. (TO WIGGUM) Where’s my 


motorboat, pig? 
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i LATA, 
CHIEF WIGGUM : : 


Right through that door. (FIGHTING BACK 
GIGGLES) 
He points to a door with a hand-made sign that reads "BOAT 
ROOM". Jailbird OPENS it and walks through. We hear brief 
sounds of a SCUFFLE, then the SNAP of handcuffs. 
JAILBIRD (0.S8.) 
Yo, ouch! I call brutality on you! 
Lou (0.S8.) 


You have the right to remain-- 


Wiggum quickly pulls the door SHUT. Homer’s expression 
remains impassive as Wiggum checks his ticket. 


CHIEF WIGGUM 
All right, Simpson, Homer. You’re next. 
HOMER 
Woo hoo! 
Wiggum escorts Homer through the door. 
INT. POLICE STATION - BACK ROOM - CONTINUOUS 


Jailbird and several other MEN are wearing handcuffs, as 
Wiggum and Homer enter. 


HOMER 
Yello! I’m here to collect my free-- 
Eddie and Lou grab Homer roughly. 
HOMER (CONT’D) 
OW! My boating arm! What’s going on? 
CHIEF WIGGUM 
You're under arrest, slimebag. What‘s 


this perp in for, Lou? 
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LOU 
235 unpaid parking tickets. Totaling 
175 dollars. 
CHIEF WIGGUM 
I hope you brought your checkbook, pal. 
Otherwise, it’s off to the hoosegow. 
Homer writes out a check, GRUMBLING angrily. 
HOMER 
There. Now, can I please have my 
motorboat? 


Homer waits impatiently, TAPPING his foot. Eddie and Lou 
glance at each other. ’ 


INT. SIMPSON CAR - MOMENTS LATER 
Homer is at the wheel, driving in silent anger. 
BART 
Dad? Dad? Why aren’t you saying 
anything? Where’s our motorboat? 
HOMER 
(SNIPPY) I didn’t like it. The mast 
had termites. 
LISA 
Why would a motorboat have a mast? 
HOMER 
Because... the thingee was... shut up. 


They stop at a red light and sit in silence for a beat. 
Marge notices something out the window. 
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MARGE ks, ft 
Ooh, there’s that new mega-mall they’re 
building! It’s supposed to have two of 
every chain store, and a food court with 
refried cuisines of the world. 


We see a huge construction project in the middle of an open 
field. The steel frame of the building is already in place. 


LISA 
Hey, they can’t just build a parking lot 
on Saber Tooth Meadow. That’s where 
they discovered all those fossils! 
HOMER 
Fossils shmossils. You can’t stop 
progress ‘cause of some moldy old bones. 
Bones shmones. 
LISA 
But they might be paving over rare 
specimens. Pull over so we can 
complain, Dad. Come on, who wants to 
complain with me? 
No one answers. 
LISA (CONT’D) 
Fine. I’1l come back later. Who wants 
to come with me? (BEAT) Fine. 
EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - NEXT MORNING P~- 


Lisa is talking with two MEN in suits, ties, and hard-hats. 
LIONEL HUTZ stands nearby, watching the CONSTRUCTION . 
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LISA 
My attorney, Lionel Hutz, calls your 
attention to Municipal Code 147-c: 
"Protection of antiquities and fossils." 
LIONEL HUTZ 
I’ve never seen such a gigantic tractor. 
(MAKES TRACTOR SOUND) 
MALL EXECUTIVE 
(SCOFFING) There aren’t any fossils 
here, little girl. Museum folks dug ‘em 
all up in the 20s. 
LISA 
But what if they missed something? You 
have to allow an archeological survey! 
MALL EXECUTIVE 
Who’s gonna make us? You? 
MALL BXECUTIVE/LIONEL HUTZ 
(CHUCKLE) 
The second executive, (a PR MAN), scratches his chin. 
PR MAN 
Hold on, Sid. Maybe we should let the 
kid dig. Could be good publicity. 


The executive and PR Man confer briefly in HUSHED VOICES, 
then turn back to Lisa. 


MALL EXECUTIVE 
Okay. You want to dig? Dig. You have 


until five tomorrow. 


ae 
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Gee, tomorrow’s no good for me. (OFF 
EXECUTIVE’S GLARE) All right, I’11 make 
it work. 
The executives walk off. Lionel Hutz is now engrossed in 
watching a CEMENT MIXER. His gaze moves in circles, 
following the mixer’s movement. 
LISA (CONT'D) 
We’re done here, Mr. Hutz. 
LIONEL HUTZ 
What? Oh, okay. I charge 200 dollars 
an hour, so that’ll be... (LOOKS AT 
WATCH) one dollar and fifteen cents, 
please. 
EXT. SPRINGFIELD ELEMENTARY SCHOOL - LATER - ESTABLISHING 4s 
INT. PRINCIPAL SKINNER‘S OFFICE 
A MILITARY MARCH plays as Lisa strides boldly into the room. 
LISA 
Principal Skinner, remember how I didn’t 
sue when I found that scorpion in my 
tapioca? Well, I’m calling in a favor. 
Principal Skinner nods grimly. 
INT. BART’S CLASS - A MOMENT LATER 


An announcement comes over the PA. 


A ee 
/ ss 
LISA Le C-te 


ra 


tg 
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PRINCIPAL SKINNER (0.8.) 
This is Principal Skinner speaking to 
you via the PA system. I have two 
announcements. Firstly, all detention 
students must report at 6 AM tomorrow to 
work at an archeological dig. 
BART /NELSON/MILHOUSE 
Aw, crud. / Eat my shorts, man. / etc. 
PRINCIPAL SKINNER (0.S.) 
Secondly, all honor students have 
qualified for an educational field trip 
at 6 AM tomorrow -- to a genuine 
archeological dig! 
MARTIN/SHERRI/TERRI 
Yay! 
EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - NEXT DAY 
Various school kids stand in a large square pit marked off 
with String. JIMBO, DOLPH, and KEARNEY, wearing orange 
prison jumpsuits that say "Detention," are swinging pickaxes 
like a chain gang. They sing a "call-and-answer" spiritual. 
JIMBO 
"Gonna dig me a hole..." 
DOLPH/ KEARNEY 
"Gonna dig me a hole." 
JIMBO 
"Gonna put a nerd in it..." 
DOLPH/ KEARNEY 


"Gonna put a nerd in it.” 
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i eee - 
JIMBO a Oe 


"Gonna take a firecracker..." 
ANGLE ON 
Lisa, Skinner, and the mall execs surveying the scene. 
LISA 
This is so exciting! I can’t wait to 
see what we find! 
PRINCIPAL SKINNER 
I must admit, it is rather exciting. 
Why, look -- here’‘s something right © 
here! 
He bends over and picks it up. 
PRINCIPAL SKINNER (CONT’D) 
It appears to be some sort of rock. 
(CRUMBLING iT) ‘No, it’s just a clump of 
dirt. Even so, my heart is pounding 
like a kettle drum. I better sit down 
for a moment. 
Nearby, RALPH is using a small trowel. His eyes light up. 
RALPH 
(EXCITED) Princeskimmer Skipple! 
Prinmickle Skimsker! I found something! 


Principal Skinner and the others hurry over. Ralph holds up 
a pointed metal object. 


RALPH (CONT’D) 


(PROUDLY) It’s a spearhead! 


g 
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MISS HOOVER 
That’s your trowel blade, Ralph. It 
fell off the henare: 
Ralph holds up his bladeless wooden handle and looks at it. 
RALPH 
(STARTS TO SOB) 
LISA 
(CHIPPER) Back to work, everyone! Only 
eight hours left! 
Everyone MOANS. 
LISA (CONT’D) 
Come on! (SELLING) You never know when 
we might uncover a Tyrannosaurus. 
A terrified Ralph SCREAMS and runs away. 
- DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - A FEW HOURS LATER 
A couple kids are sleeping next to their shovels. Martin is 
SNORING. Milhouse gingerly tugs on Martin’s waistband, and 
Bart SHOVELS dirt down his pants. Only Lisa continues 
DIGGING, exhausted. A CONSTRUCTION WORKER drives up on a 
STEAMROLLER . : 
CONSTRUCTION WORKER 
Okay, kids, I got three thousand acres 
to pave. And that’s not counting the 
two thousand I don’t gotta pave. 
Lisa starts DIGGING frantically. 
LISA 


(DESPERATE) C’mon, c’mon! Give me 


something! 
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She drops to her knees and starts CLAWING at the dirt with 
her hands. 


Wo 


LISA (CONT'D) 


(PLEADING) A bottle cap, a shoe, a bar 


of gold, anything! 
She suddenly uncovers a white patch. 
LISA (CONT’D) 
(INTRIGUED SOUND) 


She BRUSHES away more dirt. Her eyes widen in surprise. We 
see she has revealed the face of a human skull. 


LISA (CONT’D) 
Everybody! Come quick! 
cur TO: 
EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - A LITTLE LATER 
Several cars are parked nearby and curious TOWNSPEOPLE hurry 
to see Lisa’s discovery. Marge and Homer rush out of their 
car and elbow their way through the crowd. 
CROWD 
(EXCITED CHATTER) 
HOMER 
Lemme through! I got here late! 
MARGE 
I’m with him! 


They arrive at the front of the crowd to see that Lisa has 
exposed most of a human skeleton. 


DR. HIBBERT 
(PEERS IN CLOSELY) From the looks of 
it, I'd say this fellow died from causes 
unknown. (CHUCKLES) 


Lisa continues to BRUSH away dirt from the skeleton. 
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LISA oe ee 
I think there’s more. (PUZZLED) What 
the heck are these things? 


We see abnormal bone structures protruding from the 
skeleton’s shoulders. 


CROWD 
(CURIOUS NOISES) 

DR. HIBBERT 
Speaking from a strictly medical point 
of view, that ain’t right. 


As SUSPENSEFUL MUSIC BUILDS, Lisa BRUSHES away the final 
layer of dirt. She stands up and backs off a bit. 


LISA 
Oh, my goodness. 
Everyone is silent. We PAN PAST their shocked faces, then 
PULL BACK to reveal the full skeleton. It appears to be a 
human with large, widespread wings. 
MILHOUSE 
What is it, Lisa? 
LISA 
I’m not sure. It looks sort of like an 
angel. But of course, that’s imposs... 
FLANDERS 
(INTERRUPTING) She’s right! [It’s an 
angel! 
CROWD 
(AWED GASPS AND EXCITED CHATTER, WHICH 


DROWNS OUT LISA’S OBJECTIONS) 
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LISA 
No... I didn’t mean... (FRUSTRATED 


SOUND) 
FADE OUT: 


END OF ACT ONE 


Page 
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ACT. TWO 
FADE IN: 


EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - CONTINUOUS 


The crowd is still BUZZING about the skeleton. 
LISA 


But it can't be an angel! 


MOE 
No? Well if you’re so sure what it 
ain’t, how ‘bout tellin’ us what it am? 
CROWD 
Yeah! / What is it? / What am it? / etc. 
LISA 
Well, maybe it’s, uh... a Neanderthal, 
who got bitten by some angry fish. 
LISA'S THOUGHT BUBBLE 
A Homer-like CAVEMAN stands on the beach, examining a 
starfish and SCRATCHING his head. Suddenly, two ferocious 
FISH FLY out of the ocean and BITE his sides, latching on 
tightly. He runs around in pain, then KEELS over. The man 
and fish DISSOLVE into overlapping skeletons that resemble 
an angel, with the fish bones forming the wings. 
BACK TO SCENE 
PLANDERS 
I gotta say, Lisa, it sounds like you’ re 
strainin’ to do some explainin’. 
CHIEF WIGGUM 
Yeah, everyone's heard of angels. But 


who’s ever heard of a "Neanderthal"? 


(DERISIVE SNORT) 
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LISA 


I’m sure there’s a reasonable 
explanation. Maybe it’s just a worker 
from the nuclear plant. The radiation 
might have turned him into a mutation 
with wings. 

MR. BURNS 
(DISMISSIVE) Fiddle-faddle. Everyone 
knows our mutants have flippers. Oops. 
I’ve said too much. (QUIETLY) 
Smithers, use the amnesia ray. 

SMITHERS 
You mean the revolver, sir? 

MR. BURNS 
Precisely. ‘And be sure to wipe your own 
memory clear when you’re finished. 

Smithers frowns. Dr. Hibbert steps forward. 

DR. HIBBERT 
Regardless of what this thing is, it’s a 
priceless scientific find. So our most 


pressing concern is determining who owns 


such a valuable skeleton. And I'd like 
to suggest that I do. 

CROWD/LISA 
(VARIOUS ARGUING) 

SIDESHOW MEL 


I’d like to hear from Lionel Hutz! 
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LIONEL HUTZ 
It’s a thorny legal issue, all right. 
I‘ll need to refer to the case of 
Finders vs. Keepers. 

FLANDERS 
Now let’s not bicker, friends. In the 
spirit of sharing, what say we simply 
place the sacred bones in-- 

SFX: CAR HORN 


We see Homer in the car and the skeleton strapped to the 
roof rack. 


HOMER 
Come on! Let’s go! 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE - UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - LATER 
The family watches as Homer LUGS the skeleton down the hall. 
MARGE 
What are you doing with that? 
HOMER 
I’m locking it up in my safe deposit 
closet with my other valuables. 
Homer OPENS a closet door. Inside we see his collected 
treasures, including a 6-pack of Billy Beer, a tennis trophy 
that reads "2nd Place, Ned Flanders", and a boardwalk 
caricature of Homer on a diving board wearing Speedos. 
HOMER (CONT’D) 


I’‘ll just leave it in here a few years 


and let it appreciate in value. 
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BART Uo er” 


It’s probably about a million years old 
already, Dad. I think it might be as 
valuable as it’s gonna get. 
HOMER 
That’s what they said about this Billy 
Beer, smartypants. And now it’s worth 
almost as much as regular beer. 
Homer POPS open a Billy Beer and takes a SIP. 
HOMER (CONT’D) 
(SATISFIED) Ahh. We elected the wrong 
Carter. 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - LATER 


Lisa has a stack of books in front of her. She’s studying 
one entitled "Identification of Fossils." 


LISA 
It‘s not an ammonite... it’s not a 
belemnite... it’s not a coprolite... 


(SQUINTS AT PICTURE) Eww. 
Meanwhile, Marge and Homer are on the couch, watching TV. 

KENT BROCKMAN (0.S.) 

Coming up next... a hilarious "boat 

giveaway" scam nets Springfield’s 

dumbest criminals! 
HOMER 

(CHUCKLES) Sounds like goood watchin’. 


The DOORBELL RINGS. Marge gets up and OPENS the door. It’s 
the Flanders family. 
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FLANDERS CO pnt 
Hey there, Marge. Just brought the kids 
ever to share a prayer with the blessed 
angel, if it’s okay with you. 
HOMER 
(CALLING OUT) Get your own angel, ya 
moocher. 
FLANDERS 
(SIGHS) Thanks anyway, Homer. 


Marge CLOSES the door, but immediately there’s a KNOCK. She 
OPENS it again to reveal MRS. SKINNER. 


MARGE 
Oh, helio, Agnes. 
MRS. SKINNER 
Sorry to trouble you, but I’m going in 
for surgery tomorrow, and I wondered if 
I could rub the angel with my foot for 
good luck. It’s foot surgery. 
HOMER (0.S.) 
Sorry, lady. It’s not that kind of 
angel. 
MRS. SKINNER 
Bastard. (NODS POLITELY) Marge. 
She limps away. Marge CLOSES the door, turns, but then 
turns back suspiciously and OPENS the door again. Sure 
enough, there’s a crowd of 20 to 30 people outside. 
CROWD 


We want to see the angel! / etc. 


SFO5 TABLE DRAFT 4/10/97 Page 19. 


HOMER Cg 
Get lost, ya bums! Geez, you’d think 
people had never seen an angel before. 
LENNY 
C'mon, Homer. I just want @ quick 
look-see. Pay ya a buck... 
HOMER 
A buck, eh? That gives me an idea... 
EXT. SIMPSON HOUSE - GARAGE - LATER 
A line of people are waiting to enter the garage. 
HOMER 
Fifty cents, please. 
INT. GARAGE - A LITTLE LATER 
The skeleton sits on a lace tablecloth... Homer has created a 
little shrine for it, complete with Christmas lights, fuzzy 
dice, horseshoes, etc. A fig leaf is taped over.its groin. 
A hand-drawn picture labeled "Artist’s Recreation" shows a 
hovering angel holding up a 2000-1b barbell. Flanders 
stands just behind the velvet rope, bowing his head. 
FLANDERS 
Oh, holy spirit, bless this-- 
HOMER 
(SHARPLY) Keep it down, please. You’re 
in the presence of an angel. 
Lisa looks annoyed. 
LISA 
Dad, it’s not fair to claim this thing 


is an angel. There’s no proof of that. 
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¢ c 

HOMER eee 
No one’s calling it an angel, Lisa. If 
you’1l look carefully, you’ll notice I 


never once used the word "angel" -- not 


anywhere. 
LISA 
What about that sign right there? 


We WIDEN to reveal a hand-written banner that says “ANGEL" 
in large letters, with an arrow pointing at the skeleton. 


HOMER 
That’s a typo. 

LISA 
Just let me take it to the museum for 
one day. They can do scientific tests 
and tell us what it really is. 

HOMER 
(WAVING ARMS) Oh, no. I forbid it. LE 
they prove it’s not an angel, we’ll lose 
out on bags and bags of money. It’s 
sacrilegious, I tell you. 


Lisa scowls. ie 
/ 


ie 
INT. GARAGE - NEXT MORNING 


Lisa sneaks in, looks around warily, and CHISELS OFF a small 
piece of angel bone. She places it in a sandwich baggy. 


EXT. MUSEUM OF NATURAL HISTORY - A LITTLE LATER 
Lisa PEDALS up on her bike, hops off, and leans it against 


the wall. A sign reads, "Tonight In Planetarium: Laser Jug 
Band. * : 
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INT. MUSEUM OF NATURAL HISTORY - BLUE WHALE ATRIUM 
Lisa passes through a cavernous atrium which has a life- 
sized BLUE WHALE suspended from the ceiling (a la the N.Y. 
Museum of Natural History). 
LISA 

(GAZING UP) Wow... so lifelike. 
She continues on her way. We PAN UP to the ceiling to see 
several WORKERS suspended in harnesses SPRAYING the whale 
with hoses. One tosses a bucketload of fish into the 
whale’s mouth, and the whale CHEWS it up and SWALLOWS it. 
INT. MUSEUM - HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS 


Lisa comes to an "EMPLOYEES ONLY" door. She KNOCKS and 
enters. 


INT. MUSEUM - LABORATORY - MOMENTS LATER 
Rows of shelves hold skulls, specimen jars, etc. We PAN 
PAST jars containing a SQUID, a six-inch tall GIRAFFE, and 
several combs soaking in blue Barbicide. Lisa stands at a 
lab bench next to STEPHEN JAY GOULD, who is peering intently 
through a microscope. 
STEPHEN JAY GOULD 
Astonishing. Simply astonishing. One 
of the most singular specimens I’ve 
encountered in all my distinguished 
career. 
He pushes the microscope away. 
STEPHEN JAY GOULD (CONT’D) 
But enough about my work. What did you 
want to show me, Lisa? 
LISA 
(HOLDS OUT BAGGY) It’s a bone scraping 


from that skeleton I found. 


5FO5 TABLE DRAFT 4/10/97 Page 22. 


STEPHEN JAY GOULD / 
& ae 
Oh yes, the so-called "angel." The 
whole thing is prepostercus, of course. 

LISA 
(STUFFY) Quite preposterous. 


He turns to a computer and PRESSES a few keys. A wire-frame 
model of an angel appears on screen. 


STEPHEN JAY GOULD 
Aerodynamics dictate that a human-sized 
creature could never fly with such small 
wings. Take a look. 
On the monitor, the angel FLAPS twice and plummets head 
first off the bottom of the screen. The computer makes a 
BOING sound. 
LISA/STEPHEN JAY GOULD 
(LAUGH) 
STEPHEN JAY GOULD 
Though I suppose it’s possible a halo- 
like structure could cut wind 


resistance. 


He HITS more keys and a halo appears on the angel. The 
angel starts flying very rapidly past a grid. 


STEPHEN JAY GOULD (CONT’D) 
What do you know... that does the trick. 
Though the angel would have to maintain 
an air speed of 9,000 miles per hour. 


He TURNS OFF the computer. 
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bj eras 
LISA 
I know it’s not an angel, Professor, but 
no one will believe me unless I can 
prove what it really is. Can’t you test 
it somehow? 
STEPHEN JAY GOULD 
Certainly. 1/11 have the results by 
tomorrow. 
LISA 
Thank you so much! (WORRIED) But... 
you know I can’t afford to pay you. 
STEPHEN JAY GOULD 
Lisa, I didn’t become a world-famous 
scientist for financial gain. Whatever 
little money you have will be just fine. 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE - GARAGE ~- NEXT DAY a 


Homer is still raking in the money. There’s now an even 
larger crowd surrounding the angel. 


CARL 
I say it’s the Angel of Peace, you 
idiot! 

LENNY 
And I say it’s the Angel of Mercy, you 
jerk! 


Lisa stands up on a chair. 
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LISA 
Excuse me. I took a piece of the 
skeleton for scientific analysis. Soon, 
we'll know what this really is. 
CROWD 
You desecrated the angel! / How dare 
you! / Blasphemy! / Etc. 
REV. LOVEJOY 
I hereby proclaim that no scientific 
facts shall apply in this matter. 
Period. 
HOMER 
Yeah! Facts are meaningless. You can 
use facts to prove anything that’s even 
remotely true. oe 
Dr. Gould runs up frantically, waving a computer printout. 
LISA 
Ah, here’s Dr. Gould now. What did the 
tests show, Professor? 
STEPHEN JAY GOULD 
(GASPING FOR BREATH) It’s... it was... 
LISA 
What? Tell me! 
STEPHEN JAY GOULD 


It was... inconclusive. 
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ED ee 


~ 


LISA 


(FROWNS) Inconclusive? Then why did 


you come running up like that? 


STEPHEN JAY GOULD 
Uhm... (WHISPERS) can I use your 


bathroom? 


She points the way. He heads toward the house, but Homer 
steps in front of him. 


HOMER 


Fifty cents, please. 


He quickly pays Homer and goes inside. 
REV. LOVEJOY 


(COCKILY) Well. It appears science has 


faltered once again in the face of 


overwhelming religious evidence. 


LISA 
No, but-- 

REV. LOVEJOY 
(MAGNANIMOUSLY) We would have accepted 


the test results, regardless of the 


outcome, bur I guess science has nothing 


to say on the matter. 
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HOMER ara 
Leave the nice people alone, Lisa. 
Unlike you, they want to show the angel 
some respect by buying these angel glow 
sticks. (WAVES STICKS) Get your angel 
glow sticks! No one gets into heaven 
without a glow stick! 
FLANDERS 
T‘ll take four! 
MOE 
(TO LISA) Go home, science girl. 
LISA 
T am home. 
MOE 
Good. Stay there. 
Lisa looks fed up. She turns to go back into the house: 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS 


Marge is stirring a pot of soup as Lisa enters and-SLAMS the 
door. 


LISA 
Those morons make me so angry. 
MARGE 
Maybe so, but I’d appreciate it if you 
didn’t call them morons. 
LISA 
But they are morons. What grown person _ 


could believe in angels? 
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MARGE 
Well... your mother, for one. 
Lisa is dumbfounded. 
, LISA 
You? But... you’re an intelligent 


person, Mom. How can you believe in 
something like that? 
Marge sits down beside her. 
MARGE 
There has to be more to life than just 


what we see, Lisa. It’s a cold world. 


Everyone needs something to believe in. 


LISA 

It’s not that I don’t have a spiritual 
- side. I just find it hard to believe 

there’s a dead angel hanging in our 
garage. 

MARGE 
(SIGHS) My poor Lisa. If you can’t 
make a leap of faith, well... I feel 
sorry for you. 

LISA 
Don’t feel sorry for me, Mom. I feel 
sorry for you. 


She turns and leaves. Marge looks hurt. 


4/10/97 
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ON TV ~ LATER 


oA 


KENT BROCKMAN 
Next on Smartline: "Science Vs. 
Religion" -~- an issue rekindled of late 
by the amazing Springfield angel, 
discovered by tonight’s guest. Making 
her 13th appearance on Smartline, Miss 
Lisa Simpson. 

LISA 
(NODS) Kent. 

KENT BROCKMAN 
And facing off against the little 
heathen, her very own mother! Mrs. 
Marge Simpson. 

LISA 
(SURPRISED) Mom? 

MARGE 
They tricked me, Lisa. They said I’d be 
discussing non-stick cookware, 

KENT BROCKMAN 
Okay now, let’s have Mrs. Simpson fire 
the opening salvo. 

MARGE 
Well, sweetie... I think science has its 
place, but it’s brought lots of bad 
things, too. Like atomic bombs. And 3- 


D cyberporno. And smallpox. 
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LISA 


But science cured smallpox. 

MARGE 
Let’s just say it was involved. 

LISA 
I don’t want to get too confrontational, 
Mom, because I need a ride home. But if 
a person believes in angels, then why 
not unicorns, or leprechauns? 

KENT BROCKMAN 
(JUMPING IN) Oh, now you’re just being 
silly, Lisa. Everyone knows leprechauns 
are extinct. (HOLDING EAR PIECE, THEN) 
Don’t tell me how to moderate, bean 
counter. 

LISA 
Look, you can either accept science, and 
face life as it really is, or you can 
believe in angels and live in a fantasy 
world. You can’t have it both ways. 

INT. CHURCH BASEMENT - SIMULTANEOUS 
A crowd of angry angel believers is watching the telecast. 

MOE 
Fine, ya little brat. We choose angels! 

CROWD 


Yeah! 
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FLANDERS : og 
Science is like a blabbermouth who ruins 
a movie by telling you how it ends. 
Well, I say there are some things we 
don’t want to know! Important things! 
CROWD 
Yeah! 
MRS. SKINNER 
Enough talk. (RAISING CANE) It’s 
smashing time! 
SMASHING MONTAGE 
A) At the museum, angry rioters SMASH DINOSAUR SKELETONS and 
KNOCK OVER the planetarium projector. Moe BEATS a huge 
MASTODON with a baseball bat. 
MOE 
Take that! And that! 
A tusk BREAKS LOOSE and PINS him to the floor. 
MOE (CONT’D) 
Oh, man, that hurts! From now on, I’m 
only beatin’ pygmy shrews. 
B) Rioters hurl BRICKS THROUGH THE WINDOWS of the 
Springfield Robotics Laboratory. A terrified flaming ROBOT 
comes running out. 
ROBOT 
Help! Help! Security code thirty-one! 
A second later, PROF. FRINK comes running out. 
PROF. FRINK 
Help! Help! Security code thirty-one! 


C) Brockman reports from in front of a BURNING building. 
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KENT BROCKMAN 
Technocrats are learning a lesson in 
humility tonight as angel supporters lay 
waste to Springfield’s scientific 
institutions. 


We PULL BACK to reveal the burning building is a Christian 
Science reading room. 


INT. SIMPSON HOUSE - LIVING ROOM 
The Simpsons are watching Brockman on TV. 
LISA 
I wish I’d never found those stupid 
bones! It‘s time to put an end to this. 
Bart, I’m borrowing your blue crowbar. 
She PULLS it out of the umbrella stand. 
BART 
(FONDLY) Good ol’ Bluey. 
Lisa heads for the garage. 
MARGE 
Hey, she's going to smash the angel} 
HOMER 
(AS LISA PASSES BY) Somebody stop her! 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE - GARAGE - CONTINUOUS 


Lisa enters, followed closely by the family. They freeze in 
their tracks, stunned. The bones are not there anymore. 


LISA 


(MYSTIFIED) It’s gone... 
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HOMER ¥ cont 
No! This can’t be happening! What the 
hell are we gonna do with ten thousand 
angel ashtrays? 


He reaches into a crate and pulls out an ashtray embossed 
with a golden angel. 


BART 

(HELPFULLY) I could take up smoking. 
HOMER 

You damn well better! 


FADE OUT: 


END OF ACT TWO 
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ACT THREE 
FADE IN: 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE ~ GARAGE - CONTINUOUS 
The family continues to gaze at the empty shrine. 
HOMER 
(PANICKY) Okay, don’t panic. Marge, 
stop panicking. We need a replacement 
skeleton, and we need it now. (WHIRLS) 
Bart! Strip down to your skeleton! 
Rev. Lovejoy, Flanders, and several others barge in. 
FLANDERS 
We've come for the angel, Homer. It’s 
not safe with the unbeliever. 
He points sternly at Lisa, who still holds the crowbar. 
MOE 
It’s gone! We’re too late! 
CHIEF WIGGUM 
Damn. I knew we shouldn't have stopped 
to spit on those biochemists. 
MAYOR QUIMBY 
Little girl, what have you done with our 
precious angel? 
LISA 


Nothing. Someone must have stolen it. 
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Low 
(SARCASTIC) Sure, kid. Next you’ll be 
saying it flew away, like some kind of 
super angel. 
REV. LOVEJOY 
Looks to me like Lisa Simpson found 
something science couldn’t explain. So 
she destroyed it. 
CHIEF WIGGUM 
That’s all the evidence I need. Arrest 
the girl! 
Eddie SNAPS the cuffs on a stunned Lisa. 
MARGE 
What?! She didn’t do anything. 
Bart slips Wiggum some money. 
BART 
Give her a nice cell. Somethin’ in "Cc" 
block. 
INT. MUNICIPAL COURT - NEXT DAY 
Lisa sits at the defendant’s table with Hutz. At the 
prosecutor’s table are BURNS’ LAWYER and Rev. Lovejoy. 
JUDGE SNYDER presides over the packed courtroom. 
JUDGE SNYDER 
Lisa Simpson, you are charged with 
destruction of an historic curiosity, a 
misdemeanor. But in a larger sense, 
this trial will settle the age-old 


question of Science vs. Religion. 
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LIONEL HUTZ 


(SOTTO) Man, I just wish I hadn’t 
failed my science class. (BEAT) And my 
law class. 
ON BURNS AND SMITHERS 
SMITHERS 
They say it’s to be the trial of the 
century, sir. 
MR. BURNS 
Excellent. It’ll be the third I’ve 
attended. 
JUDGE SNYDER 
Let the opening statements commence. 
He BANGS his gavel. Burns’ lawyer rises. 
BURNS’ LAWYER 
Your honor, over the coming weeks and 
months, we‘ll hear testimony from-- 
LENNY 
(CALLING OUT) There’s the angel! 


He points out the window, where we see the skeleton atop a. 
nearby hill. Everyone quickly runs out, including Hutz. 


JUDGE SNYDER 
(SIGHS) I find the defendant not 
guilty. (BANGS GAVEL) As for Science 
vs. Religion, I’m issuing a restraining 
order. Religion must stay 500 yards 


from science at all times. 
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EXT. HILLTOP - MOMENTS LATER 
The crowd gazes up at the angel in wonder. f 
LENNY 
Wowwww. Do you think it flew up here? 
MOE 
Well, it didn’t ride up on no zebra. 
HOMER 
Look! A message! 
CROWD 


(SURPRISED NOISES) 


We see an inscription carved into the stone below the angel. 


HOMER 
(READING) "The end will come at 
sundown." Heh heh heh. (THEN) Wait a 
second. I don’t like the sound of that. 

Ralph turns to Chief Wiggum. 

RALPH 
I’m scared, Daddy. Too scared to even 
wet my pants. 

CHIEF WIGGUM 
It’s okay, son. Just relax and it’ll 
come. 

REV. LOVEJOY 
Even Lisa Simpson must now agree we have 
witnessed a miracle. 

LISA 


Hardly. Anyone could have written that. 
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HOMER ioe a 
(UNEASILY) Oh angel, listen not to this 
child of Satan. 
Flanders turns to Rev. Lovejoy. 
FLANDERS 
Reverend, I gotta admit, this doomsday 
warning has me a smidge twitterpated. 
REV. LOVEJOY 
Oh, now be calm, Ned. But be afraid 
also. Tremendously afraid. For the day 
of reckoning is upon us. 
CROWD 
(TERRIFIED MUTTERING) 
The crowd disperses. 
INT. SPRINGFIELD ELEMENTARY - PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE - DAY . /0 


MRS. KRABAPPEL sits on Principal Skinner’s desk. She leans 
toward him. 


MRS. KRABAPPEL 
This could be our last day together, my 
love. (SEDUCTIVE) How about a farewell 
romp in the garden of earthly delights? 
PRINCIPAL SKINNER 
Edna, my sweet buttercup, you read my 
mind. (STRAIGHTENS TIE) Just give me 
twenty minutes to finish these tardy 
slips. 
INT. CITY HALL - MAYOR QUIMBY’S OFFICE - DAY 


A nervous Mayor Quimby is on the phone. 
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MAYOR QUIMBY Pe Space 
Skip? It’s Joe Quimby. Listen, who do 
we know in St. Peter’s organization? 
(LISTENS) Uh-huh... Uh-huh... Uh- 
huh. 
EXT. BURNS’ MANOR - LATE AFTERNOON 
The sun sinks a little lower. We PAN DOWN to see people 
filing past Burns’ front gate, where Burns and Smithers man 
a table. A sign reads "Blessed Are The Poor." Flanders 
drops a large wad of cash into a barrel. 
MR. BURNS 
That’s it. Rid yourself of your filthy 
lucre. 
FLANDERS 
Bless you, Mr. Burns. For as it says in 
scripture... 
MR. BURNS 
(IMPATIENT) Move along, poor boy. 
SMITHERS 
Sir, aren’t you tempting fate, 
exhibiting such abject greed on Judgment 
Day? 
MR. BURNS 
Smithers, I’d rather be the richest man 
in hell than the second richest man in 


heaven. 
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EXT. VATICAN - ROME - ESTABLISHING 
INT. VATICAN - ST. PETER'S CATHEDRAL ff 


The POPE sits in a folding chair under Bernini’s spiral 
pillars, reading a newspaper. An AIDE approaches solemnly. 


AIDE 
(ITALIAN ACCENT) Your Holiness, there 
is word from America. They say an angel 
has foretold the apocalypse. 
POPE 
(UNCONCERNED) Keep an eye on it. 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE - MASTER BEDROOM - DAY 


The kids are dressed in their Sunday best. Marge is combing 
Bart’s hair. 


BART 
Why are we getting dressed up, Mom? Are 
we going to Black Angus? 
MARGE 
Well... you might say we’re going to the 
best steakhouse in the whole universe. 
BART 
So we’re not going to Black Angus. 
Marge turns and straightens Lisa’s hair ribbon. 
MARGE 
Please, Lisa. I don’t know exactly 
what's going to happen, but I really 


wish we could make peace before sunset. 
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LISA 


(GENTLY) Nothing is going to happen, 
Mom. We’re just going to stand on that 
hill, catching colds and getting 
mosquito bites. 
Lisa walks out of the room. Marge shakes her head sadly. 
EXT. HILLTOP - THAT EVENING (a 
The sun is low on the horizon, silhouetting the skeleton. 
Couples huddle together. Children cling to their parents’ 
knees. An unperturbed Lisa, calmly reading “Scientific 
American" magazine, SWATS a mosquito on her arm. Nearby, a 
few people hold candles. All is silent. 
FLANDERS 
Shall we sing a hymn? "Nearer My God to 
Thee", maybe? Or "Amazing Grace"? 
REV. LOVEJOY 
. Nah. 
It's quiet again. Homer hugs Marge tightly. 
HOMER 
(NERVOUSLY) Don’t let go, no matter 
what. If they want you in heaven, they: 
gotta take me, too. 
The sun starts to disappear behind the horizon. 
CHIEF WIGGUM 
(CHECKING HIS WATCH) Ten seconds till 
sundown. 
PATTY and SELMA take one last DRAG from their cigarettes. 
SELMA 


We did it. We beat cancer. 
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The crowd braces for the end. . 
SMITHERS 
Oh, what the hell. 


Smithers grabs Burns by the cheeks and KISSES him full on 
the lips. 


CHIEF WIGGUM 
(STARTING COUNTDOWN) FIVE... FOUR... 
WIGGUM/ CROWD 
(NERVOUSLY) THREE... TWO... ONE... 
Homer takes a DEEP BREATH. The last glimmer of sunlight 
disappears. A beat passes. Nothing happens. Another beat. 
Homer’s face begins to grow red. Finally, he EXHALES. 
CROWD 
(CONFUSED MURMURING) 
LISA 
(SMUG) Well, there you go. I hope you 
all learned a-- 


Suddenly, a TRUMPET BLAST sounds. Everyone wheels back 
toward the angel to see it’s now bathed in heavenly light. 


ANGEL 
(DEEP, RESONANT VOICE) SILENCE! 
Lisa's jaw drops and she quickly grabs Marge's hand. 
MAJESTIC MUSIC swells as the angel slowly rises and hovers 
above the hilltop. The crowd GASPS. APU grabs MANJULA. 
Milhouse grabs Mrs. Skinner. KRUSTY grabs MR. TEENY. 
ANGEL (CONT’D) 
PREPARE FOR THE END! 
Everyone looks at each other nervously. 


ANGEL (CONT’D) 


THE END OF HIGH PRICES! 
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CROWD 
(CONFUSED MURMURING) 

ANGEL 
BEHOLD! 


Beyond the hill, floodlights illuminate the new mega-mall 
and its acres of parking lots. 


ANGEL (CONT’D) 
THE GRAND OPENING OF THE HEAVENLY HILLS 
MALL! 
ANGLE ON SHRUB 


Behind the shrub, we see the mall executive sitting on an 
upside-down bucket, speaking into a microphone. 


MALL EXECUTIVE 
(NORMAL VOICE) Please follow the angel 
for all your shopping needs. 
The angel starts SLIDING jerkily.along a cable to the mall. 
It SNAGS on a tree branch, but a construction worker jabs it 
with a long pole and KNOCKS it loose. It continues SLIDING, 
finally BANGING against a huge sign that reads "Heavenly 
Hills Mall." Lisa confronts the mall executive. 
LISA 
(FIGURED IT OUT) Wait a second! You 
planted a phony skeleton for me to find! 
This was all a big hoax. 
MALL EXECUTIVE 
Not a hoax. (SELLING) A publicity 
Stunt! And it worked! 


He points to the excited crowd, which is heading down the 
hill toward the mall. 
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LISA 2 wae 
(SURPRISED NOISE, THEN CALLING) Wait! 
You can’t go in there! They used us! 
CHIEF WIGGUM 
Yeah... but they’ve got a Pottery Barn! 
MOE 
And forty per cent off on linens! Forty 
friggin’ per cent! 
MRS. SKINNER 
(PUSHING MOE ASIDE) Outta my way, 
Shorty! 
HOMER 
Look, Lisa, a new mall! 


Everyone CHEERS and rushes inside. The only ones left on 
the hill are Lisa and Dr. Gould. 


LISA 
I don’t understand, Professor. Why 
didn’t your tests show the skeleton was 
a fake? 

STEPHEN JAY GOULD 
I’m going to be honest with you, Lisa. 
I never did the tests. I had important 
work to do. 

INT. MALL - A LITTLE LATER 


Townspeople are happily shopping in the new mega-mall. 
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SMITHERS VB Die Pa 
Uh, sir, about that kiss. I hope you 
understand it was just a sign of my 
respect. 
BURNS 


Yes, yes, of course. 


Smithers smiles, relieved. Burns shoots him a suspicious 
glance. 


ANGLE ON LISA AND MARGE 

MARGE 
I’m sorry they turned us against each 
other, Lisa. Let’s just say we were 
both right. 

LISA 
(CLEARS THROAT) 

MARGE 
Okay, okay. You were right... this 
time. But you have to admit, when that 
angel started to talk, you were 
squeezing my hand pretty hard. 

LISA 
(EMBARRASSED) Well, it was just so loud 
and... (OFF MARGE’S LOOK) Okay, I 
guess I was a little scared. Thanks for 
squeezing back. 


Marge smiles. 
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LISA (CONT’D) 


Now what do you say we get out of this 


crummy mall to protest how they 
manipulated us? 

MARGE 
Yeah, that’ll show ‘em. They’re not 
getting another nickel of our money. 


They pick up their "Heavenly Hills" shopping bags and start 
toward the exit, hand-in-hand. 


MARGE (CONT’D) 
Lead the way, my angel. 


FADE OUT: 


THE END 


